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The motor roared as It shot across the grounds toward Janet and Dan 

Dan Ross Could Sell Warming Pads on Mercury's Day Side, 
But He Couldn't Talk Himself Out of Hot Water on Mars! 




HE bronze-colored space boat, 
moored with mathematical 

t 

precision a mile above Mars' 
surface, bore a startling array of im- 
pertinent signs, resembling a college 
student's room. 

The other way to Niagara Falls, 

Piccadilly Circus 
North Pole and Points Tellurian 

NO RIDERS 

Keep oS the Brass 



Daniel Ross, sole Martian represen- 
tative for the most spectacular and 
least, salable miniature television set 
in the Solar System, circled the curios- 
ity in his little rocket-flier. Squinting 
as the afternoon sunlight glinted off 
the ship's gleaming surface, he 
grinned. He had deliberately taken a 
line of Wright-Tomson wrist tele- 
vision sets, just to prove he was the 
best traveling salesman in the Uni- 
verse, The fact that he would get a 
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quarter interest in the business if he 
saved it from bankruptcy was only an 
added inducement, of course. 

"They must be lonesome in there, 
with all these warnings around/' he 
muttered lightly, a trick he had picked 
up on the space-road's long, empty dis- 
tances. "Put your foot firmly in the 

door, Ross. Smile and give 'em the old 
oil." 

The traveling salesman cut the tiny 
ship's power, switched on the mag- 
netic grapple. He stepped onto the 
little platform that w;as under the 
door, pressed a button labeled "Out to 
Lunch" and was. surprised to find that 
the huge circular door was ajar. This 
was highly irregular. Such doors, on 
the space houses that had become the 
vogue during the past year, usually 
opened to him only after a great hiss- 
ing of valves and rumbling of motors, 
if at all. 

He pulled the door open and stepped 
inside, finding himself in a tiny air- 
lock. Beyond was a large and com- 
fortably furnished room. At a desk 
in the corner sat a brown-haired girl, 
her back toward him. 

"I beg your pardon," said Daniel 
Ross. 

"Hello," replied the girl without 
turning her head. "We don't want 
any. Good-by." 

Ross took this in stride. A super- 
salesman of the twenty-first century 
must be equal to almost any situation. 

"If you'll give me the opportunity 
to demonstrate my product," he said, 
"I'm sure we'll both be well rewarded. 
I'm working — " 

"Your way through prep school. I 
know. And don't forget the aged par- 
ents of whom you're the sole support. 
Your line is older than Mars." 

HE girl turned. She wore a blue 

dress, with shoes to match. Her 
full red lips were curved in a little 
smile. Ross drew himself up. 

"I was about to say," he remarked 
coldly, "that I am working in conjunc- 
tion with the Wright-Tomson Com- 
pany to promote the sale of their wrist 
television sets. This new departure 
in radio has been made poss — " 

The girl whirled, opened a desk 
drawer and flung papers into the air. 




"At last!" she cried. "Now I can 
tell the Wrlght-Wrongson people 
what I think of them. Here." She of- 
f ered him a watch-shaped object, hold- 
ing it gingerly by a strap between 
thumb and forefinger. "Be careful, 
it might go off." 

"Ah!" observed Ross. "Last year's 
model. But as good as new, I'll war- 
rant, and still giving excellent service, 
eh?" 

"Good as new, my foot!" said the 
girl acidly. "If I turn it on while 
I'm wearing it, my arm goes' numb up 
to the. elbow and little blue sparks hop 
off the ends of my fingernails." 

"Shocking," murmured Ross. "Per- 
haps we can find out what's wrong 
with it." 

He flicked over a tiny lever. The 
little screen of the instrument dark- 
ened. Microscopic, misty figures 
wavered, took form. A blast of music 
out of all proportion to the size of the 
receiver smote their ears. Ross tuned 
in another station. 

"Another thrilling episode in the 
career of the Purple Bat." The an- 
nouncer stepped back. His place on 
the color-reproducing screen was 
taken by a weird figure in a cape and 
eye-slitted hood of dark purple. Ex- 
tending above the shoulders were huge 
purple wings. 

"When we left you yesterday," the 
eerie figure was saying, "I was aboard 
the pirate ship, being pursued by three 
subhuman monsters armed with dis- 
integrators. As I reached the end of 
the corridor—" 

"Kid stuff /'said Ross, reaching for 

the dial. 

"Wait !" breathed the girl. 

The voice had stopped abruptly, al- 
though the figure could still be seen 
on the screen. A crackling, mingled 
with low shrieks, came from the lit- 
tle machine, theii died away. A new 
voice filled the air. 

"Janet Vickers, listen carefully! 

The girl started, her eyes widening 
with fright. Ross looked quizzically 
at her. She nodded, bent to the tiny 
screen. 

"I've called to inform you that I've 
kidnaped your father," the voice 
rasped. 

Furtively Ross took a dial-studded 
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instrument board from his kit. He set 
it up, twisting the dials, trying to lo- 
cate the origin of the phantom voice. 

"Who are you?" demanded Janet. 
"What does all this mean?" 

"It means — None of that, Mr. Ross !" 
There was a loud explosion as the in- 
strument panel was blown to bits. The 
voice continued imperturbably. "I 
need your father for some profitable 
and utterly unlawful schemes of mine. 
Do nothing so foolish as informing 
the authorities, otherwise your father 
might meet with a fatal accident. As 
for my name, suppose you call me the 
Purple Bat. Melodramatic, perhaps, 
but more euphonious than my own. 
Set the dials of your clumsy space boat 
due north. I will take care of the rest. 
Don't get any heroic ideas, Mr. Ross. 
Stick to your peddling. Now, my 
friends, I return you to our regular 
program." 

There was silence for a moment. 
Then the voice of the original Purple 
Bat broke in. 

"Stand quietly, Gregory Masters, 
or I'll blast you from the face of Sa- 
turn—" 

Grunting disgustedly, Ross 
switched off the set. Janet Vickers 
sat as if dazed, then got to her feet, 
kicking over the chair. Ross recoiled 
at the wild expression in her eyes. 

"Oh, the beast!" she screamed. 
"The cowardly, sneaking dog!" 
You can't take my father away from 
me !" 

OSS ducked an inkwell that came 

his way. A heavy notebook 
knocked a large model tesseract from 
its stand. A paperweight flew through 

the air and shattered a picture on the 
wall. 

Janet suddenly stopped weeping. 
She adjusted her hair and looked 
around to see Ross crawl from the 
shelter of an armchair. She was smil- 




ing. 

"Frankly, 
it." 

"An 



w 



said Ross, "I don't get 



She 



act," she explained, 
walked to the picture that lay shat- 
tered on the floor. From among the 
pieces of broken glass she extracted 
a tiny silver box, smashed out of 

shape. She held it out to him. 



"Now do you understand?" she asked. 

"Wireless dictaphone?" he blurted, 
puzzled. 

"Also television transmitter, made 
of radite, infinitesimally small. Its 
rays are capable of penetrating thirty 
inches of solid matter. The half-inch 



picture was a cinch." 

"Talking to you is like reading an 
encyclopedia," marveled Ross. "In 
other words, old Bats could see and 
hear what was going on in this room 
till you smashed his gadget by throw- 
ing a fit." 

"It was a paperweight," she cor- 
rected. 

"It was a good idea," said Ross. 
"Well, do we go look for your father?" 

"We? You're just a stranger, a 

traveling salesman." 

"Yeah, but with an adventurous 

soul. Let's take my business ship." 

"Should we?" she asked worriedly. 
"He said to use my big space boat." 

"Mine's faster and more maneuver- 
able." 

She nodded thoughtfully. "First let 
me switch on the automatic ventila- 
tor." N She jabbed a button on the wall. 
A second later a light above it glowed 
red, then faded. She smiled at him. 
"Let's go." 

They got into his light, swift ship 
and he set the controls due north. Im- 
mediately they sped into the air. High 
over the squat, sprawling but well 
constructed buildings of the capital 
of the state of Tuloni-Lugana. They 
headed involuntarily for the open, 
sandy country known as the Wastes 
of Odern, which stretched almost im- 
measurably between them and the next 
big city, Iopa. 

Half an hour later Janet nudged 
him in the ribs and pointed ahead. 
There was a rambling series of build- 
ings, one standing out among the 
others, all surrounded by a high gray 
wall. Ross tried to nod. Instead his 
head snapped back as the little two- 
seater tossed about crazily amid a lot 
of loud explosions. 

"Are we being shot at?" Janet cried. 

"No," Ross declared) sadly as the 
ship began to glide silently toward the 
ground. "Motor trouble. I can't 
imagine why. She's just been over- 
hauled." 



THE PURPLE BAT 



111 




"How about the emergency propel- 
ler?" 

"That's on the blink, too. Hold tight. 
We'll be down before you Know it." 

"That's what I'm afraid of," she 
quavered. 

Ross pulled up the ship's nose. The 
wheels touched the ground, rolled to 
a stop a quarter-mile from the set- 
tlement. As the two stepped out of 
the ship, a gate in the wall opened. A 

powerful, bullet-nosed diesel car sped 
toward them. 

HREE people emerged from the 

One was a slight man with 
watery blue eyes. His black hair was 
sparse, plastered flat on his skull. A 
steel-colored shirt, open at the neck, 
matched his shorts. A Raevak gun 
was holstered at his thigh. 

The second was a grotesque figure 
about four feet tall. He had a tetra- 
hedral head, blinking shoe-button 
eyes, a wide single-nostriled nose. 
An oval mouth that would not close 
completely showed gleaming white 
teeth. He had an egg-shaped, hair- 
covered body, with powerful legs. 
Naturally accustomed to traveling on 
four lfegs, this specimen seemed to' be 
taking pains to walk erect. He moved 
awkwardly, ill at eas& 

The third was a tall man in his late 
forties. Dressed like his human com- 
panion, but unarmed, he wore blue- 
lensed glasses that seemed to possess 
a hypnotic quality. Both Ross and 
Janet were unable to discern any part 
of his face. Their eyes were attracted 
involuntarily to the blue spectacles, 
though they could look elsewhere 
without difficulty. 

"Welcome to Ostend's Outpost," the 
tall man said, leaning forward near- 
sightedly. His voice was brittle, 
metallic. "To what do I owe the honor 
of this visit?" 

"Motor trouble," said Ross. "If we 
could borrow a mechanic- 

"Of course. Permit us to introduce 

ourselves. This is Francis Spork, my 

colleague. I am Leo Ostend. This is 

Number Six, an experimental Martian 

— a Parrag, or artificial mutant. The 

other five were unsuccessful. Greet 
the folks, Six." 

The Martian looked at him with 
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frightened eyes. He turned to the 
newcomers, his voice rumbling 
thickly. 

"How . . do." 

"A Martian?" gasped Ross. "I 
thought all native Martians were im- 
mense green things with spiny hair, 
practically extinct." 

"You're thinking of the lamiae, or 
the greenies," explained Ostend. 
They're practically nonexistent today. 
They were cleaned up about fifty years 
ago by the Tellurian army of mainte- 
nance. Six is of another species." 

"How do," the little Parrag in- 
sisted. 



"How do you do," said Ross po- 
litely. "This is Miss Janet Vickers. 
My name is Daniel Ross." 

"Happy to know you." The owner 
of the blue spectacles bowed. "Sup- 
pose we go inside." 

The car pulled up in front of a large, 
two-story stone building, one of many 
inside the wall. Ostend conducted his 
guests into the building. The three 
found themselves in a room that might 

have been a hotel lobby. 

"Please make yourselves at home," 
urged their host. "You will find here 
magazines, cigarettes and a television 
set. I'll go find my mechanic." 

Janet turned to the System's best 
traveling salesman. 

"Nice fellow, Ostend — on the sur- 
face.*' 

"Bit eccentric, though. Why a town 
out here? Did you notice his eyes?" 

"No," replied Janet. "I can't re- 
member his face at all. Do you think 
he's the bird we're after?" 

"He's a fine-looking suspect," said 

Ross. 

"Did you notice that gigantic build- 
ing we passed?" 

"Notice?" he blurted. "Didn't that 
fellow Spork almost ram it? Looked 
like a hangar." 

"Uh-huh. Assuming that Ostend is 
our quarry, what are we going to do 
about it? We might spend the night 
here, but if he's the fellow we're after, 
I hardly think he'd be anxious to have 
any guests poking their noses into his 
business." 

Ostend reappeared, waving a ciga- 
rette holder. 

"Unfortunately," he announced, 
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■ your ship won't be ready as soon as 
I'd expected. My mechanic tells me 
that never has he seen a motor in such 
condition. It's a mass of rust !" 

STEND lighted a cigarette. It 

was an eerie sight. The holder, 
in the circle of bluish radiance that 
emanated from the spectacles, became 
invisible. Only the cigarette was to be 
seen, apparently floating in the air. 

"Must you do that?" cried Janet, 
looking away. 

"Sorry," apologized Ostend. He 
threw away the cigarette, pocketed the 
holder. "Sometimes I forget. You 
see, my eyes were injured in an explo- 
sion years ago. As a result I am nearly 
blind. The glass of these spectacles is 
the only kind powerful enough to. 
enable me to see at all, so I am forced 
to accept its other properties." Os- 
tend bowed. "Now, since your ship 
cannot possibly be in running condi- 
tion until tomorrow, I am pleased to 
offer you accommodations for the 
night." 

They walked over sandy ground 
toward another stone building. The 
Martian night was falling. Lights 
glowed over the Outpost. Ostend 
rolled back a folding door. The ground 
floor, scattered with sawdust and ex- 
celsior, served as a warehouse. Crates 
and boxes were piled about, some 
empty, some still unopened. 

Their rooms upstairs were com- 
fortable and tastefully furnished, the 
windows overlooking an enclosed 
court. Ostend begged to be excused, 
promising to send supper up shortly. 

"What do you make of that 
mechanic's diagnosis?" asked Ross. 
"How could my ship's motor be a mass 
of rust?" 

"Maybe Ostend shot us down with 
a rust ray. The-Purple Bat told us to 
take my boat. He might have got 
angry at being disobeyed and shot us 
down, at the same time wrecking the 
motor." 

Ross swallowed hard. His respect 
for the enemy suddenly grew over- 
whelming. 

Their doors were locked from the 
outside. They discovered that when 
Six left, after bringing their supper. 

They had tried to pump the Parrag 



about Ostend, but were unsuccessful. 
If Six knew anything, lie wasn't talk- 
ing. 

They peered out the window. They 
were only on the second floor yet, 

the drop to the stone court would be 
risky. Ross went first. He hung by 

his hands a second, then dropped. 

Though he landed on the balls of his 

feet, the jar was distinctly unpleasant. 

He motioned Janet to be patient a 
moment and disappeared through a 
doorway. He returned with his arms 
full of excelsior, which he piled under 
the window. Janet jumped, landing 
lightly. 

"Where now?" she asked. 

"There ought to be something inter- 
esting in that granddaddy of all han- 
gars." 

Cautiously they entered the hangar 
through a door that was unlocked. 
They stood amazed for a moment after 
entering, staring upward. Illuminated 
by a score of dim lights high on the 
ceiling were a hundred or more three- 
man rocket fighters. They were stand- 
ing on the floor, or supported by hooks 
from the ceiling. Presumably they 
could be lowered to the floor, ready to 
dart out on their mission of death 
when the others were out of the way. 

"Quite an armada," breathed Janet. 
"What's he going to do with it?" 

Rose shrugged. "Maybe he's incor- 
porated as a fighter factory." 

"Very logical. I suppose manu- 
facturers' trademarks always go on 
their ships in letters a foot high?" 

She pointed at the side of the 
nearest craft. Ross made out the words 
"Leo I" and a coat-of-arms of outre 
design. The insignia was repeated on 
each of the other ships. 

"Now that you mention it," said 
Ross, "it does look a bit suspicious." 

They made their way to the opposite 
side of the enclosure. A hundred feet 
inward was another, smaller wall, from 
behind which came noise and light. 
Soon they could distinguish the tramp 
of marching feet, strangely muffled, 
a shrill voice giving orders, an occa- 
sional bark of command from a voice 
they suspected was Ostend's. 

They peered through an opening in 
the rock wall.' A fantastic scene met 
their eyes. Batteries of searchlights 

[Turn to page 114} 
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atop the walls lighted the enclosure 
.as if it were day. Two hundred Mar- 
tians, carrying Raevak rifles, were go- 
ing through the intricate maneuvers 
of military drill. Giving orders in his 
native tongue was Six, the Parrag who 
had brought their supper. 

THRONELIKE chair bore Leo 

Ostend, self-termed monarch of 
Ostend's Outpost. Now and again he 
beckoned to Six, who hurried over 
and listened attentively, then gave 
new orders to his troops. On the wall 
above Ostend were the first other Tel- 
lurians Janet and Ross had seen. 
There were half a dozen directly 
under the searchlights, each squat- 
ting behind a Raevak rapid-fire. Evi- 
dently Ostend was taking no chances 
of revolt in his army, 

A Sonoprobe, a massive tangle of 
outstretched steel ears, strained 
electrically ^to catch the sound of air- 
craft. The operator, his back toward 
them, a headpiece down over his ears, 
might have been either a Martian or a 
Tellurian. As they watched, the op- 
erator raised a hand. Immediately 
every light in Ostend's Outpost went 
out. Before their eyes could readjust 
themselves to the darkness, one blind- 
ing searchlight stabbed out. Ross, and 
Janet were caught in its beam. 

Ostend's voice barked orders in 
the tongue Six had spoken. A handful 
of Parrag soldiers stepped out of the 
darkness, surrounded the two, threat- 
ened them with rifles. Urged along 
the wall and through an archway, 
Janet and Ross were brought before 
Ostend. The other searchlight snapped 
on. Spork smiled evilly and rested his 
hand on the holstered gun. 

"So," said Ostend, peering at them 
near-sightedly, "you couldn't wait 
until tomorrow to make a tour of in- 
spection. That is unfortunate. Since 
your curiosity is so acute, I have no 
recourse but to satisfy it. First tell 
me what you already know." 

"Not much/' replied Ross, looking 
bitterly at his captor. "W,e know that 
you've made slaves of the Parrags. 
We've seen your hangar. No doubt 
with your planes and Parrags you plan 
to overthrow the government of 
Tuloni 



"With the help of my father, Mon- 
roe Vickers," broke in Janet, "which 
you won't get." 

"So you know that, too, eh? Worthy 
opponents, I must admit." 

"You're not so, badly equipped, 
yourself," Ross said ironically, glanc- 
ing at the men behind the rapid-fires 
and the bewildered but armed Parrags. 

Ostend barked an order. Their Par- 
rag captors dropped back. 

"I won't interrupt your tour," con- 
tinued Ostend. "Just to be sure you 
don't miss anything, I'll accompany 
you. So will Francis, if you don't 
mind. I find him invaluable at times." 

Spork grinned, patted his gun and 
followed Ostend as he led the way 
across the enclosure. At Ostend's 
command, the Parrags broke .ranks 
and scurried off. 

"I am happy to report," said Ostend, 
"that your father is in the best of 
health. You shall see for yourself in 
a moment. Since you know so mucji 
already, it will do no harm to tell you 
the rest. There is about to be a change 
of power in Tuloni. I believe that a 
benevolent dictator will be more ac- 
ceptable to the masses than the so- 
called democratic but wholly corrupt 
leaders now in office. It is therefore 
my intention to take over the govern- 
ment in the near future. Francis will 
be my chief aide. Don't you think 
he'll make a good governor, Mr. 
Ross?" 

"Lovely," replied Ross, looking dis- 
tastefully at Spork. "Just lovely." 

"I have been putting my plans into 
action at a great rate. My first step 
was to hush up my discovery of the 
Parrags. Few people outside scien- 
tific circles have heard of them and 
no one seemed to mind when I as- 
sumed responsibility for them. The 
Parrags are a highly developed race 
of near-human animals. Six, whom 
you have met, -is the best-developed 
among them. I wasted much valuable 
time oft his five antecedents, who were 
hopelessly stupid. Six, however, is 
the perfect pupil." 

Ostend's voice dropped to a whis- 
per. 

"He is as" intelligent, I dare say, 
as Francis. So far as I know, he 
speaks more English, Would you be- 
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lievc that in all the years I've 'known 
Francis, I doubt if he's spoken a hun- 
dred words? About eighty of these 
were 'yes* and *noV 

"You don't tell me/' remarked Ross. 
"I do," Ostend went on confiden- 
tially. "I met Francis in Iopa a good 
many years ago, at a bar. Of course 
the place is quite respectable now — 
"I hate to be a wet blanket; boys, 
broke in Janet, "but aren't you stray- 
ing from the topic? You were telling 
us about your plan of conquest, Mr. 
Ostend." 

"So I was. Let me see. I made a 
very encouraging discovery about that 
time. I found the Parrags lived in a 
crystal mine. Do you know what that 
means?" 

"Crystals— water," said Janet. "Wa- 
ter — on Mars: — money: Money — power. 
Is that it?" 

"You have the analytical mind, Miss 
Vickers. I am nominal chairman of 
the board of Martian Life, Inc. So, 
with funds coming in from every part 
of the globe, it was only a matter of 
time before I built a rather formidable 
army, constructing my own ships and 
guns here at the Outpost. My only 
difficulty lay in getting munitions. 
That provided a nearly insurmount- 
able barrier, inasmuch as all Martian 
munitions factories are government- 
owned. A private consumer cannot 
purchase any of their supply without 
undergoing the most searching inves- 
tigation. 

"In my position you can understand 
•that an investigation of our Outpost 
would be highly undesirable. There- 
fore things looked rather black, until 
your father happened to stumble upon 
Vixon. Incidentally Vixon is a very 
appropriate name for the explosive. 
Did you name it, Miss Vickers, or was 
it named after you?" 

"That's quite clever, Mr. Ostend," 
said Janet patronizingly. 

"Thank vou. I have learned through 
the use of a mechanical spy or two 
that Vixon is smokeless, highly ex- 
plosive and amazingly inexpensive to 
manufacture. Its production, I un- 
derstand, is simplicity itself. I have 
everything I need, except the formula. 
Vickers is a very cautious man. He 
doesn't write things down on paper. 



He keeps them in his head, where I 
can't get at them without a lot of 
bother. Hence I resorted to abduc- 
tion." 

THEY haji arrived at a building 
made, as was everything in the 
town except the hangar, of gray stone. 

"This is your father's\hoiise," said 
Ostend to Janet. "Since his only rec- 
reation is working in his laboratory, I 
have placed at his disposal a com- 
pletely equipped one. I thought he'd 
go ahead with his experiments — not 
oh the explosives, for I didn't expect 
that much— perhaps evolving some- 
thing that might prove useful to me in 
a field other than that of revolution. 

"But your father is cleverer still. 
He spends all his time in elementary 
chemical experiments. He seems to 
be perfectly happy changing red lit- 
mus paper to blue, breaking down my 
expensive water to its component 
parts, and so on." 

Ostend led them into the building. 
A faint but unpleasant odor smote 
their nostrils. 

"What's that?" Janet asked. 

Ostend laughed. "Another of your 
father's experiment's. When he first 
arrived, I used to visit him and try 
to bribe him into sharing his secret 
with me. He refused. Evidently he 
became annoyed at my visits, because 
the next time I came he poured a quart 
of sulphuric acid into a pot of zinc. 
He'd provided himself with a gas- 
mask, but I hadn't. The place hasn't 
been the same since." 

"Good old Dad," approved Janet. 

"Another time he set up a miniature 
distillery. You'll find dozens of bot- 
tles lining the laboratory shelves, full 

of alcoholic distillate. Number Four, 
one of my Parrag failures, helped him- 
self to some. He ran wild, smashing 
considerable machinery." Ostend 
chuckled. "We had to shoot him. 
Well, enough of this gay banter. This 
is the only room in the house denied 
your father. I use it for observation. 
When I flick a switch, this mirror be- 
comes transparent in only one direc- 
tion. There. Your father is perfectly 
safe and still playing, I see." 
They saw a white-haired, pleasantly 

round man of fifty, attired in a white 
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smock. • He was engaged in watch- 
ing tiny sodium-powerecl boats boil 
around and around in a trough of 

"That's Dad," said Janet. "Always 
clowning." % 

Ostend's voice hardened. "The farce 
is over. Let the tragedy begin. 
Francis!" 

Spork drew* his Raevak pistol, lev- 
eled it at the girl. 
"Don't do anything heroic while I'm 

tying y°u, Mr. Ross. Someone might 
die." 

Ross wisely did nothing that might 
further endanger the girl's life. When 
the traveling salesman had r been se- 
curely tied, Ostend pressed-the switch, 
making the glass transparent in both 
directions. The man in the white 
smock looked up and gave a start of 
surprise. 

" Janet!" he cried. "What are you 
doing here?" 

"Being held hostage, Dad," qua- 
vered the girl, for the first time seem- 
ing to realize that she was in danger. 

"Now, Professor," warned .. Ostend, 
"unless you give me the formula I 
want, your daughter dies. That, I 
think, would be pretty terrible." 

"So would be deaths of thousands 
of innocent people. I can guess how 
you'd use the formula, once it was in 
your hands." 

"Don't give it to him, Dad," Janet 
insisted. "Never mind me." 

"Professor!" Ross broke in. "Don't 
listen to her. You couldn't watch your 
daughter die. I couldn't anyhow." 

Vickers looked at each of them in 
turn. 

"All right, Ostend," he, sighed. 
"Give me half an hour to put the for- 
mula on paper." 

^Fine." Ostend beamed as he un- 
tied Ross. "Come, children, back to 
jail. This time it will be a real one." 

The cell-block was dark, below 
ground and windowless. Ross ner- 
vously paced his cell, thinking furi- 
ously but futilely. A welt on his 
forehead testified that he had not been 
incarcerated without a struggle. In 
the adjoining cell, Janet sat moodily 
on a cot and stared unseeingly at the 
floor. They had been there almost 
two hours* 



Ross ceased his pacing when he 
heard a pad of footsteps. The sound 
came from the right. Spork, who had 
been stationed on guard* was to their 
left. A Parrag appeared -in the dimly 
lit corridor. 

"Six!" breathed Janet and Ross in 
unison. 

The little Martian motioned them to 
silence. He produced a key, unlocked 
their doors, handed' Ross a Raevak 
pistol. 

"Follow me. Don't make any noise." 

The Earth people silently followed 
the Martian down the corridor, their 
minds full of unspoken questions. 
They climbed to the first floor of the 
building. 

"There is only one door," said Six. 
"Spork is guarding it. He'll have to 
be overcome first. This way." 

A dark room led into a hall. At the 
end of it Spork could be seen, his back 
toward them, sitting in a chair tilted 
against the wall. Ross crept on, his 
gun ready. , Spork looked up as Ross' 
shoe scuffed against the hard -floor. 

"Hey !" he shouted, springing to his 

feet. 

"Shut up !" gritted Ross. 

He slammed a hard right to the jaw< 
Spork folded up with a groan. 

UVE hundred feet away' was the 

building where Professor Vickers 
was being held prisoner. They hur- 
ried toward it, crouching, taking ad- 
vantage of every shadow. Through a 
window Ross saw Vickers and Ostend 
talking. 

They burst in. Ostend looked 
around to find himself covered by 
three guns. If he was surprised, he 
didn't show it. He bowed ironically. 

"You people do pop up, don't you? 
And you, Six< Why should you aim 
a gun at me? Surely you owe me an 
explanation, if nothing else." 

"You shall have your explanation," 
declared the Parrag/ "Before you 
came, my people were happy. You 
decided to teach us man's, culture, 
never thinking we had our own. Hav- 
ing been a peace-loving folk for cen- 
turies, my people were content to let 
matters take their course, as long as 
you threatened us no harm. We didn't 
mind working in your crystal mine. 
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We were decently treated there. But 
when this talk of war began, we be- 
came uneasy. 

"It's not our wish to wage war on in- 
nocent people to pave the way to king- 
ship for you, nor is it our way to let 
wrong go unpunished. When you 
shot Vicla, whom you facetiously 
called Number Four, my people be- 
came angry. It was only with diffi- 
culty that I persuaded them to bide 

their time. Now, I think, the time has 
come." 

Ostend's face, hidden behind the 
blue haze of his spectacles, could be- 
tray no visible amazement at the mi- 
raculojis transformation of a dull, 
half-human creature to one intelligent 
and well spoken. His surprise could 
be heard in his voice, however. 

"What brought about this change in 
you, Six?" 

"My name is Orro," said the Mar- 
tian. He stood straight, princely. 
There was pride in his eyes. "Before 
you came, I was a leader of rriy people. 
A councjl of the elders decided that 
since you were to train us in the ways 
of human beings at no cost to us save 
loss of dignity, we would fall in with 
your plan. When you further decided 
to pass out higher educations to a few 
of us, we took full advantage of it. 
While you thought we were puzzling 
over elementary grammar, though, we 
were learning from Euclid, Caesar, 
Shakespeare." 

"Yes?" snarled a voice behind them. 
"Drop 'em." 

Spork stood triumphantly holding 
a Raevak. With no choice but to obey, 
Ross, Janet and Orro dropped their 
guns. 

"Now," said Ostend amiably, "where 
were we? As I was telling your fa- 
ther, Miss Vickers, we are not easily 
fooled. The professor thought that 
by giving us only half the formula, 
we wouldn't be able to tell the differ- 
ence long enough for something to 
intervene. But my able technicians 
weren't misled." Ostend held out his 
hand to Professor Vickers. "The rest, 
please.*' 

The professor looked at him sourly. 
"You'll never get it from me, 
Ostend." 

"Because he doesn't know it/' 




taunted Janet.- "Dad and I worked on 
that problem together. We each' mem- 
orized half the formula, then de- 
stroyed the notes. Only I can help 
you now, Leo the First — and I won't !" 

"Janet," murmured Dan sadly. 

"So," purred Ostend, "you have the 
rest. Give it to me!" 

"You," said Janet coolly; "know 
where you can go." 

"If you don't," replied Ostend, "I 
shall be forced to have Francis shoot 
your beloved father. None of us would 
like that." 

"Go ahead and shoot!" cried Janet, 
laughing wildly. "Go ahead !" 

Spark's mouth twisted. His finger 
tightened on the trigger. 

"Wait," Ostend ordered. 

He was too late. A sharp report, a 
wisp of smoke came from the Raevak 
in Spork's hand. Vickers stiffened, a 
look of surprise on his face. Then he 
pitched to the floor. 

OSS leaped. Spork swung his 

gun around, but not in time. 
While they struggled for one gun, 
Ostend stooped to recover another 
from the floor. But Orro, the Parrag, 
was quicker. Ostend felt himself 
grabbed by the back of the neck and 
thrown to the floor. Orro gathered 
up the Raevaks. 

Ostend shrieked. Spork glanced 
around. Off guard, he was caught on 
the side of the jaw by Dan's crashing 
fist. He slumped down, unconscious. 

"This is getting monotonous," said 
Ross. ' 

He looked down to see Ostend grov- 
eling blindly on the floor, his glasses 
shattered into countless fragments of 

blue. The face, revealed for the first 
time, was a mass of hideous scar tissue. 
Janet looked away, suddenly faint. 
Ross gritted his teeth, revolted by her 
callousness. She seemed to be more 
upset by Ostend's appearance than by 
the death of her father. 

"Dan!" she cried. "Don't act like 
that. I can explain." 

But there was no time for explana- 
tions. Ostend, in his gropings, had 
found what he was searching for. His 
fingers pressed an alarm button. A 
siren moaned, then screamed. Men 

(Continued on page 126) 





100% Protection 

A REAL SURE FIRE SELLER 

Thugs and Thieves Bevrare ! — Here Is a TO^- 
uJar 5 fthot repealfir which discharges 5 smothering clouds oi 
Tear Gas In rapid succession to Instantly Stop, Stun and Incapacitate 
th« mort vicious man or beast. A cafe and effective substitute for 
dangerous ftrearms. NO PERMANENT INJUKY. Needed la Stores, Banks, 
Auto* and Homes everywhere to protect Life and Property. No skill 
required. Also Pencil Guna, Electric Shells. Riot Bombs, Fountain Fen 
Guns, Pollc* Club Gune, All preclalon-bullt. NO TOYS. Demonstra- 
tions lead to $4.00 to 316.00 sales, offering biff, profits. Handle our 
Tear Oas Equipment as a Bide line, you'll soon give It full time. 

TDIAL OFRER* **"° e nabl© you to mafce a quick start, tv© -wXYi 
■ RiMk v rriR» fiend you a complete demonstrator crutflt consist- 
ing of an Automatic Pencil Gun with 10 demonstrator- cartridges, and 
8 powerful Tear Gas Cartridges, fully Guaranteed, for only $2.00. At 
this low cost, you can. promptly break Into a business that is hot, 
ajlv* and not overcrowded. Compl«te sales plan furnished with ftach 
order or inquiry. Write today. 

HA6EN IMPORT COMPANY. DcptS-447, St. Paul, Minn. 



Muddy.Skin HOMELY SURFACE 



Bl 



emisnes 



h 





PLES 



Blackhead 



Blotch 



eaas 
es 



To the thousands of folks suffering from 
surface pimples,, acne, muddy complex- 
ion, skin eruptions. e(e. P *we will send 
FREE booklet of a Bimple method of 
treating the skin. A noted dermatolo- 
gist's private method; No harmful medi- 
cine, skin oeel. diet. etc. ' Something different. Send to 
DR. W. D. TRACY CO., 1637 E. New Haven, Conn, 



Complete home-study courses 

and educational books, slightly used- 
Bold, rented, exchanged. All cub* 
J frets, Monay-baofc guarantor. Caali 
paid for used courses. Full dto- 
tail© and Illustrated 72-pagft bar- 
gain catalog FREE. Writ* todajl 

NELSON CO. 

500 Sherman, Dept K-227, Chicago 






ICE. CABINS. 

Specialties for Magicians use. Inks. 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, stamps or coin: 
HULL BROS*, Box T, Balida, Colo. 



Ask Your Newsdealer for the 

Gala First Issue o$ 





PUZZL 




FEATURING THE GREATEST 

ARRAY OF CROSSWORD PUZZLES 

OF EVERY VARIETY EVER PUT 

BETWEEN THE COVERS OF 

ONE MAGAZINE 



© 



A BIG QUARTER'S WORTH! 



THE PURPLE BAT 

(Continued from page 117) 



ran across the starlit grounds toward 
the house. Ross muttered a curse, 
fired a shot over their heads. They 
turned back, took cover in a building 
a hundred yards away. 

"Get down!" shouted Ross over the 
siren howl. He switched off the light. 
"There'll be fireworks in a minute." 

He crouched below a window-sill, 
the gun he had taken from Spork ready 
to fire. Orro handed Janet a gun. x 
They took up positions at the other 
windows. There was silence in the 
room. Suddenly a window shattered, 
showering Ross with broken glass. N 
He took careful aim and squeezed the 
trigger. One of Ostend's men, who 
had unwisely shown himself, fell. 

A rapid-fire burst from the darkness 
spent itself harmlessly on the side of 
the house. Ostend's men were keep- 
ing carefully under cover. Scattered 
shots rang out occasionally. The guns 
of the besieged were silent. They 
were holding their fire until they 
could see something to shoot at. 

Suddenly a score of men dashed 
across the grounds, covered from the 
rear by rapid-fire guns. The three re- 
turned the, fire, taking careful aim and 
shooting deliberately. When seven of 
the attackers had fallen, the rest broke 
and scattered. 

Orro whispered something in Ross* 
ear. The traveling salesman nodded. 
The Parrag left one of his guns with 
Ross and scurried from the room. 

f 

"Where's he going?" asked Janet. 

"Reinforcements," grunted Ross, 
squinting as he pumped a bullet in the 
direction of an Outpostian who had 
shown himself. 

Ostend, having sounded the alarm, 
made no further attempt at freedom. 
He sat huddled in a corner, all his 
spirit gone. Spork had come to and 
Ross was tying him. There was a 
tense silence. Each side seemed to be 
waiting for the other to start some- 
thing. 

Ross still felt numb. How could 
she be so callous? The fact that her 
father's corpse was still lying in the 
room didn't seem to bother her. 

"Dan! Look!" 

He peered out a window. Ostend's 
men had brought up the diesel car. 
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The motor roared as it shot across 
the grounds toward them. 

"It's coming straight at us !" 
screamed Janet. "It's going to ram 
us!" 

"Look over there/' 

Ross pointed. Around a corner of 
the building, where Ostend's men had 
taken cover, there loped a horde of 
Parrags. As they watched, those in 
the fore dropped flat and ? fired at the 
speeding car. The car swerved crazily 
as the driver fell over the wheel, dead. 
It crashed into a pile of rock. 

The rest of Ostend's men saw the 
army of Parrags. They threw down 
their weapons in a panic, held up their 
hands. At that moment a squadron of 
planes with the insignia of the Tulo- 
nian 'Guard glinting in the starshine 
appeared above the Outpost. 

"Cops!" exclaimed Ross. "How did 
they get here? 

They flew," explained Janet. 

They ran from the house. The 
planes landed. Out of the first stepped 
a white-haired men who rushed to- 
ward Janet. 

Dad!" she cried, darting into his 

arms. 

"Are you all right, my dear?" he 
asked, kissing her. 

Fine, Dad. I want you to meet 
Daniel Ross. You probably know him 
pretty well by now. 

Dan stared in open-mouthed amaze- 
ment at the exact double of the man 
lying dead on the floor in the house. 
Then he impolitely wandered off to 
stare dazedly in at the window. Janet 
laughed, caught him by the arm. 

This is my father," she said. 

"How do you do," Dan said absently. 
"But who's the corpse in the parlor? 

The real Professor Vickers smiled. 

"Just a robot," he said. "He was a 
hobby of. mine. He gave my inter- 
views to reporters, or answered the 
door when salesmen called." He 
chuckled. "The blank stare I gave 
him on those occasions soon scared 
away unwanted visitors." 

"Sh-h, Dad," whispered Janet. 
"Dan's a salesman. 

"That's all right, sir," Ross said. 
"Please excuse me if I'm a little be- 
wildered. Things have been happen- 
ing so fast lately that I haven't been 
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quite able to catch up with them." 
"You ask, we'll answer," suggested 
Janet. 

"All right. How was your fa — the 
robot, I mean — able to carry on intel- 
ligent conversations, perform experi- 
ments, and so forth? He was so dog- 
gone real! Ostend's no fool. Why 
didn't he discover the fraud?" 

"The robot was my hobby," replied 
Vickers. "Since every man works 
harder at his' hobby than his job, I 
went to town on my duplicate. He 
was radio-television controlled. I lit- 
erally saw through his eyes. At first 
it was fun, running Ostend ragged. 
He was the only one who saw the 
robot at close range, but the fact that 
he's almost blind kept him from find- 
ing that he'd kidnaped an automaton. 
But- when Janet appeared on the 
scene, it was difficult to call the po- 
lice and keep my eyes glued to the 
control box. It was a relief when I 
died." 

"And you knew it was a robot .all 
the time?" Dan asked Janet. 

Sure," she answered casually. 

Then why risk your life — not to 
mention mine— in a cockeyed attempt 
to save a lot of wiring and plastic? 

It seemed like a good idea at the 
time." 

Dan's hands clenched and he gritted 
his teeth. 

"I ought to wring your neck !" 

"Sometimes," agreed Vickers, "I 
feel that way myself." 

"I have just one more question," 
Dan said. "When Ostend butted in 
on that Purple Bat program, how did 
you know he had the robot and not 
your father?" 

"Remember the ventilating system 
you saw me switch on just before we 
left?" Janet asked. "Well, it wasn't 
a ventilating system at all. It was a 
signal to Dad's lab. The answering 
signal meant he was there." 

"Besides," Vickers added, "I had 
left Janet ten minutes before, when I 
saw you hovering around in your two- 
seater." 

"He said : "If that's a salesman, tell 
him to go to blazes'," quoted Janet. 

Ross laughed. "I hope you've 
changed your mind about salesmen. 
I have a hunch I'll be calling pretty 
often — and not to sell wrist television 
sets, either." 
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"Speaking of that, my boy," said 
Vickers prof essorially, "I spent a few 
days tinkering with that unsalable de- 
vice of yours. Like most beginners, 
your company tried to drive out com- 
petition by offering the impossible. 
The fuel battery is much too power- 
ful, causing considerable shock to the 
user. If you will substitute a smaller 

fuel battery, the result will be much 
more satisfactory," 

"Well, so that's it, eh?" Ross smiled 
with anticipation, glancing at Janet's 
slim ring-finger. "You don't know it, 
but you ve just sold me a partner- 
ship in a rising young corporation, 
Professor, and I think you're going to 
be stuck with a very close relative 
soon." 

Janet and her father pretended not 
to understand, but Ross caught the 
wink that passed between them when 
they thought he wasn't looking. 
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Ins tire valu#o. Think of it; Stand* 
ard Brand reconditioned tiree* ear- 
viceably repaired by experts with blgt 
grade materials at a fraction of original 
cost. Order now. Enjoy the tremendous 
savings our cot prices make possible. 



'.;- ,' '* 



.'-/ - 



JM? 









BALL 

Sir© 
9*4. M- 

I.S 



TiRSS 

a Tab 





81x5. 2C-2 
5.60-1. 

gxfl.HMS 
xfi.50-l5 
B.M-I» 
6.00-17 
80x6.00-18 
81x6.00-19 

82x6.00-20 

83x6.00-21 

82x6.60-20 



M 1:8 

l.lO 1.26 
1.20 1.86 



TRUCK 
.BALLOONS 

Sta© TItm Tuba* 

6.00-20 13.10*1 .65 
6.50-20 2.33 1.96 

7.0O-E0 4.f$ "•*§ 

7.60-20 fl.il B.7& 
8.26-20 6.7B 4.65 

HEAVY DUTY 

TRUCK TIRES 

9 He Tires Tube* 

80x8 93,30 




11.96 

2.75 
8.26 
8.66 
8.96 
4.15 






82x0 6.93 
84i7 I 
8Si7 t 
86x8 0»© 

40x8 11,60 

ALL OTHER , 
SIZES 

DEALERS 

WANTED 



EVERY TIRE 
GUARANTEED 

Onr Guarantee 
Bond utmi to 
ropl ace ac % prloa 
tlxea falling to glvg 
mmtno 



rune 

\c o . Ren] mce monti 
f. o, b.Chlcmgo. 



Don't Dala 



Order Today 



day 



SEND ONLY Ol.OO DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
(13.00 on each Track Tire.) We ship balance G. O. D. 
Deduct 3 per cent If cash Is sent la foil with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands If neces- 
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW— GUARANTEED— 

PERRY-FIELD VIBE & RGIBBSK©©. 
1720 8. Mlohjgaa Avsnue, Dept TF«47, Chlcsgo 





35e talis, el dmgjfeti, pnnsi 
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ject. for our plan 
RICHARD BROS., 



and FREE 

74 Wood* 



W R TT E OS % i 

Send ua your original poem. 
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, 
Patriotic, Comic or any §ub- 
Rhyming Dictionary at once. 

Building. Chicago, Illinois 




^\cr 





IPSO 



[f®ao 






Fistula, Fissures and Bectal Abscess are common 
complications. Other aliments or reflect conditions 
may be associated with neglected Piles. Our new 

122- page Illustrated book also explains mild, institu- 
tional treatment. Contains thousands of references, 
including those from your section. Sent FREE. Write 
today to McCleary Clinic, 1097 Elms Blvd., Excelsior 
Springs, Mo. 





Yp> 





T 





Shra 8 ■ 19 Inches or nmollw Iff tfo- 
slredL Same price tor full length or 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of group picture. Safe return of 
original photo guaranteed. 3> 





and within a week you will receive your beautiful 

col argument, gUAraatesd fadeless. For poetmon 4?C plot 
pottage — or Band 4*c with ardor pud wo p*r p©»Usf© a Biff 
iex2CMnch enter nenmnt ueut C70.D. T8o dIm po*t*ge 



ftklsS 



enter b« mo nt oegt CO, 
or send Whs Mid wo parporitoae . Toko edYMfoae of 
In* offer oo«, Send roar pboto* tour. Spoclfr site wnAted. 

STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 1 13 8. Jefferwo St, Dept 401-H, Cfilo&0O 
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